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TAIPEI JOURNAL 


I feel but 
You must 
Too much to 
Take to give 


28 ok 


Rain window 
Day and 
[hear it 

In bed 


Where am 

I? I think 
Where? and 
Again, where? 


282K 


You live in 
My sleep I 
Wake and you 
Must die 


Walking 

The strange 
City trying 
To be another 


22K 


Blade shadows 
Sweep the walls 
The fan’s chain 
Hangs down 


Outside are 
Evening sutras 
And the 

Sun buildings 


28 ok 


You there 
Down on the 
Street corner -- 
Tell me all 


28 ok 


Dawn temple path 
Walking 

Light flashing 
Through her legs 


38 ok 


A mosquito 
Net around 
My bed 

I sleep 


Inside 

A Jellyfish 

On night breezes 
Floating away 


28k 


The rain 

In Taipei these 
Opening curtains 
From the sea 


28 ok 


From the roof 
Watching 
The street 
Hot and bright 


The women with 
Sun umbrellas 
Are legs 

And shadows 


28K 


Window curtain 
Dust motes 

Fall down through 
A coal chute 


Of light 
Open them 
To see 
Taipei 


Now how 

The sun 

Is rising 

Through the roofs 


38 ok 


Years of 

Incense smoke 
Have made 

The Buddha’s face 
So black 


38 ok 


Characters of 
Luminous 
White paper and 
Black ink 


Flashbulb 
Dark bright 
Shapes 

Of thought 


282K 


Pale yellow 
Green tea “cha” 
They say 

In Mandarin 


Wooden sticks 
To eat with, 
Knives are 
Only weapons 


Vegetables 

And rice 

And this way too 
We do not kill 


28 ok 


Autumn 

Is the time 
For wind from 
The sea 


Now just dark 
Umbrellas 

Not bright yellow 
Ones in sunlight 


Crowds shrink 
Into buildings 
No one 

In the park 


Lights shiver 

A bit then crackling 
Spatter 

Against windows 


Rain slanting 
Then all 
Straight down 
Steamy gutters 


I’m all wet too 
Drying my hair 
With a towel 
Thinking of home 


282K 


Looking down 
Into the alley 
Houses there in 
A crooked row 


Motorcycles 

Go in and out 

Too narrow though 
For cars 


A woman seen 
There everyday 
Cannot stand or 
Walk she crawls 


On all fours 
Back legs drag 
A bit front legs 
Arms rather 


Do more work 
Hips waist flexing 
Side to side 

A baby crawling 


Or a lizard 

And so she pays 
Visits to her neighbors 
In that way 


282K 


28 ok 


It’s dark always 
By seven 
O’clock bars 
And food stalls 


Streets with 

No sidewalks 
And so many cars 
And so many 


Faces and yet I 
With my one 
Face try to 

Be invisible 


38 ok 


Roofs of the 
City and clouds 
Above 

The roofs 


Graphite feathers 
White waves breaking 
Smoky steam veils 
With rain light 


283k 


Apartment 

With an extra 
Door gate-like 
Aluminum heavy 


Barred but 
Decorated too 

And with a 
Character stuck on it 


Fu which means 
Luck the 
Always needed 
Deity 


282K 


Rows of shoes 
Are left outside 
The door 

And once inside 


Quilted slippers 
To put on 


282K 


The Chinese 
Medicine 
Doctor tells 
Everything 


By feeling 

Just your pulse 
One minute left 
One minute right 


Teeth stained 

From betel nut 

He exhales smoke 
And gives his advice 


22K 


Bright sky over the city 
flying in the square 
The day so sharp 

So infinitely clear 


Think of all 

The young people 
Their whole lives 
Still to waste 


Incomparable 

Luxury 

Beyond the sky 
Beyond the sky and sea 


28k 


Moody town 
Full of rain 
Sometimes so 
Heavy 


Only gray 
Before the 
Building 
Opposite 


Gray like 

Bilge wash 
From a pail but 
Grained beaded 


38 ok 


I feel so 

Glad weightless 
Elated 

Sense of life 


Empty nothing 
Somehow 

This sudden shower 
The excuse of now 


28 ok 


Woman long 

Thin arms 

Stringy muscled 
Bone-showing chest 


Open neck 

Gray tee shirt 
Pedaling a 
Three-wheeled cart 


Flat bed piled 
With scraps of 
Lumber and 
Refrigerator parts 


38 ok 


You watch me 
As I pass 

I try not to 
See you watch 


Gazes on 

The street, street 
On the surface 
Of the earth 


38 ok 


Lying in bed 
One pill 
Another one 
When when 


Will sleep 
And then 

Day when will 
The day come 


28 ok 


Small cups 
Of tea with 
No handles 
These things 


Warm to 
The touch 
From what’s 
Poured in 


282K 


This cup 
Has a plum 
Blossom 
Painted 


On its 

Side cool 

Rim then warm 
The sun tea 


282K 


Roach feelers 
Of gazes 
Touch me 

As I walk 


And yet 
How much 
How much I 
Love you all 


How strange 
And sweet 
And interesting 
You are 


283k 


Apricot moons 
Strung out on 
Wires over 
The alleyway 


The stone seller 
With his 

Oiled stones 
From Jing Men 


28 ok 


Foreign city 
Thrown here 

By chance 

Sickness follows me 


Perhaps my 
Death as well 
Place of 

Strange meetings 


28 ok 


What will come 
To me now? 
Clouds in layers 
Flowing 


Bright sun 
Burning mountain 
Of rock how can I 
Withstand it? 


28 ok 


Knife edge 
Of buildings 
Set against 
My eye 


Sun edge 
Bright shadow 
Sharp in the 
Burning square 


28 ok 


Dense traffic and 
Three wheeled 
Carts full 

Of things to buy 


Tai chi players 

In the Da An 

Park which means 
Great peace 


28K 


I exist 

On the edge 
Of what is 
The world 


Who knows 
What...... what... 
Who can say 
What will come? 


28 ok 


Emptiness 
At evening 
Lying here 
Before sleep 


Objectives 
Purposes these 

Are not really these 
Not really here 


28 ok 


An old picture 
Of Taipei 
From 1964 
Old fashioned 


Carts cone hats 
Bare backs bare feet 
Wash hanging on 
Lines see how poor 


282K 


That some 
Should have 
So much 
Some so little 


This I can’t 
Accept I 

Can never can 
Never accept it 


28 ok 


Temples with 
Black faced gods 
Demons 

Deities guardians 


Vermillion sticks 
Of incense burning 
We step through 
Gates of smoke 


28 ok 


Afternoon rain 
The rain in Taipei 
Comes down 
Outside so loud 


You rise 

From bed 

And go 

To the window 


China doll 

I call to you 
Joking but 

You do not hear 


22K 


Wind sound 
Between buildings 
Bright gravel spray 
In an alley 


Then cloud 

Streams cover Taipei 
Rain and the typhoon 
Is coming 


282K 


Yellow sun small 
Through the blinds 
A melon rind off 
White and green 


You wear only 

A white tee shirt 
Light veins cross it 
And your legs 


28 ok 


Sand colored 
Shade so 
Very different 
The light here 


Fallen in pools 
Across your 

Stomach and shadows 
Your amber nipples 


28 ok 


You lie here 
On the bed and 
You’ve come 
From where 


Shanghai or 
Fujien province 
Brought here on 
Small boats 


You and a few 
Others you paid 
The snakehead 
Gangsters 


If the coast guard 

Had chased them 

They ‘d have thrown you 
In the sea 


Now 

Here you are 
And this is 
What you do 


Outside the rain 
Is coming down 
Through the night 
On Taipei 


282K 


The poems of 

A courtesan 

The ancient texts 
Long laid away 


Translated here 
And now the 
Courtesans brought 
From dead pages 


To walk the bright city 
Cell phone email 
Misery confided 

In unsent letters home 


288 


Dark outside 

And wind so loud 
Strange between 
High close buildings 


What are you 
Now and where? 
Voice crying 
Through the rain 


283k 


City reaching 
Out this way 
And that lorry 
Choked highway 


Bridges to 
The outskirts 
Poorer yet 
Not too poor 


Apartments 

Piled high 

Over narrow streets 
The sun green river 


28 ok 


Through the 
Apartment 
Walking at night 
Rain mist come in 


Feel the damp tile 
Street light rain 
Cutting through 
Blue light threads 


283k 


You speak 
Perfect 
English as you 
Say go ahead 


Smiling 

A little bow 
Of your head 
Your gray suit 


28 ok 


How does 
One master 
A language 
So different? 


Everything 
So different 
Everything 
Everything 


282K 


High clouds flowing 
Marble bright the 
City day over 

Taipei cool sea wind 


Five Mercedes and 
The rap singers 
Before the Japanese 
Department store 


22K 


Your mouth so 

Wide and perfect 
Chinese woman 

You breasts’ amber tips 


Your hair so thick 

So straight and black 
(Unless you use some henna) 
And your lips are red 


282K 


Thoughts of the poet 

The intellectual 

The scientist -- small silent 
Things push the world 


28 ok 


And still Ido not 
Know you 

But an 
Uninformed love 


Is really 

The best kind 
Dui 

Bu dui? 


How I 

Love you 
Moody rainy 
Interesting 


Maybe 

Not exactly 
Beautiful 
Taipei 


CALLIGRAPHY 


Thunderhead 
flowing through 
light strings 


marble columns 
falling silently 


38 ok 


High cumuli 
wrinkled clouds 
breaking apart 


radiant cauliflower 
floating 


282K 


Outside quietly 
bubbling 


popping tiny 


rain simmer 
world fermenting 


28 ok 


Glass sun 
of noon 


I spill you 
over myself 


28K 


Bead strings 
of rain 
held tight 


boring in 
mist frying 


chilly 
gun smoke rain 


28 ok 


Jade watermelon 
and inside of it we find 
a pink peony 


28 3k 


Cloud high piled 
back into itself 

still streaming 

the empty sky around 


28 ok 


On a very long trip 
fallen ill and yet 

in a dream walking 
over a field of dry grass 


28 ok 


Wind through 

all of space 

like water 

through a drain pipe 


28 ok 


Tree bark night 
Lightning 
Strips down through 


38 ok 


Afternoon blinds 
are mail slots 

the sun’s letters 
are left on the floor 


28 ok 


Morning and the clouds 
are white breakers 

sun spray misting up 

in the earth’s face 


28 ok 


Evening’s shadows 
pulled out long 

I am legless 
looking at the sky 


282K 


Evening air flows in 
Through the window 
I can feel what time it is 


28 ok 


I breathe — now -- silent 
clamoring 
of the summer night 


22K 


At a public fountain 

I rinse my heated face 
So many others 

Are there in the water 


28 ok 


Sound of the electric fan 
The applause 
Of an invisible audience 


28 ok 


Clouds moving 
Over the face of the earth 
Like a cloth drawn away 


282K 


The sun shines 
In the earth’s blind eye 


282K 


Cherry blossoms 

On branches 

The foam of cresting waves 
The river tree 


28 ok 


Clouds across the sun 
Like my hand over this stream bed 


22K 


Light through the blinds -- 
midday pushed through a sieve 
into the evening 


282K 


New maple seeds 
are twirling down -- 
green as the mantis 


28k 


High pillared clouds 
float above the valley 
dragging shadow capes 


28 ok 


Bright lemon sun 
squeezed through the blinds -- 
room of iced tea 


28 ok 


Heat lightning's hollows 
here, there 
the night's valleys 


28 ok 


Lightning flash 
cores out 
the night points 


28 ok 


Rain is white ants 
eating away 
the lizard tree 


28 ok 


The flat shore rocks 
are like bridge abutments 
under the gray water 


28 ok 


Seawater scent 
as sharp as camphor 
seawater cold as alcohol 


TAIPEI WOMAN 


Taipei woman, you lie 

in the open sheets, the amber room, 
the traffic noise outside, 

the ultramarine sky. 


Your breasts, how soft, 

your nipples dark coins, 

soft buds on the branches 
that open through your chest. 


Open your shirt, open your 

silken coverings, 

I draw away bra and panties 

as when one brushes away soft ash, 
burning coals underneath. 


Beautiful woman, with 

delicate skin, slender arms and legs, 
you’ve come here from Guangdong 
on a boat with criminals. 


On this day he screws 

his one thousandth woman, 
matching Don Juan 

albeit with Taipei whores. 


She writes to Him 


1 


The heaviest beads 
hanging 
from such a soft wrist 


2 


I am weighing up the coins 
inside this silk purse 
let me see how much 


3 


Trying to draw the surprise 
up out of its bag 


4 
The leaf’s underside 


is veined and ridged 
there’s a joining at a tongue’s root 


5 
Where the stem of the leaf 


meets the leaf itself 
the smallest delta 


6 


I place a fingernail 
on the eye of a blind mole 
and it opens in an eel’s face 


7 


What rain, what rain makes 
such a mushroom 
grow up from this grass ? 


8 


First the soft slug on the path 
then the garden hose 
hard with water 


9 
Follow the fish’s belly 


right up to its gills 
with a fingernail 


10 


You are a poker 
blunted with velvet 
in a silken sleeve 


12 

The rings of a tree’s stump 
are like my nipples 

the sun’s face sucks me dry 


13 


I open a throat wide 
for your swallowing 


14 [Days later] 


A spurt of white hand creme 
in my palm 
too cold to be you 


YOUTH AGAIN 


1 


Three bottles on the windowsill 

Damp sill 

and also one beer can 

Mist morning 

White 

shade no light 

Yet to read palms by 

Only to see you, yes you sleeping there 
Air damp and cool through the screen 
So black your hair 


Early in the morning 

The fog still the white town 
Is asleep still 

Until 

who knows 

Sun a penlight past a green roof’s edge 
slip stream of pearl 

oh my girl yes my my girl 
Love to touch you 

your 

softest skin softer 

than any creme you use 
And where I’m not too 

soft sometimes 

I flow right through you 
Like créme through a tube 


Window shade 

is light blue 

in the morning 

maybe damp with the dew 

In the early morning 

full of pearl mist 

with the sun’s knitting needles 
pushed through 

And Iam 


thinking of you 

Been awake all night 

or just about 

Yes this is what I do 

They say 

that it will pass 

one day 

just like the dew 

itself but I must say 

that I don’t really 

want it to 

I get up 

to write your name 

in cold dew traces 

on the window’s glass 
And when the sun shines through 
it will have burnt away 
But [ll still think of you 
all day long and every day 


And so if I want to spend 

all my time 

fooling around 

with these girls, or with some rhyme 
well that’s just me 

And who knows, who can say 

that any way 

I spend my day 

is wrong 


if I end up with -- 

if I make the day, the night, 

sometimes so lonely or so eerily wrong, 
come out right and end up in -- 

a song 


So many things 

Ticking away 

Inside a day 

Inside a factory let’s say 
Inside a mind 

That’s really thinking 
And at least part way in gear 
At least sometimes 

A minefield mind 

And maybe more than one 
Is ticking in a day 

Like a ripe mellon 

In the hot hot sun 

Put your ear 

To it sometime 

What does it say? 


STATEMENTS 


1 Concepts 


Walking back from the university library in the evening, 
I consider the greatness of the Islamic people: 

Greatest of polymaths, visionaries 

Of geometrical perfection, and yet physicians too, 
Inhabitants of the most austere of places, the desert, 
Learning by this means the virtues of restraint, 

Of conservation, consultation, fidelity: 

Al-Farabi, Al-Ghazali, Averoes and Ibn-Sinna. 


Walking back from the hospital after visiting a friend, 
I consider the greatness of the Jewish people: 
Initiators of the historical imagination, 

Responsive to all ethical questions, 

And without compromise, reminders: Karl Marx, 
Franz Rosenzweig, Emanual Levinas, Simone Weil. 


And I consider the greatness of the Polish people: 
Most dedicated artists of the theatre, 

Finely discriminating in music, greatest 

Of modern logicians, decipherers 

Of the Enigma machine, and so by this means 
Victors over the Third Reich: Marion Rejewski, 
Alfred Tarski, Chopin, and Jerzy Grotowski. 


Walking back from the concert in the afternoon 

I consider the greatness, also, of the German people: 
Greatest in scholarship, deepest philosophers, 
Profoundest visionaries of western music: Beethoven, 
Mozart, Johannes Brahms, Johan Sebastian Bach. 


2 The Teacher 


A boxcar train into the rainy night. 

My teacher is there, sleeping on cardboard, 

All of his possessions in a sack. 

Boxcar train into the rainy night. 

The master seldom spoke, yet moved with ease. 
He was from the land of cherry trees, snow white 
In springtime; and, in autumn, all the boughs 
Flash sun-gold, crimson, and light green-pink. 


One time the master told me our landscape 

Brought back the memory of his home so much 

He just had to stay: in summer he pruned trees, 

In winter shoveled snow from people’s walks. 

One time a man said ‘Don’t get Jap smell in my house.” 

Sensei was a master of Aikido, but all he told me was the 
man was sick. 


3. To You 


So I hope that one day people will refer to me 
Not really by my last name very much 

But mostly by my first. I think 

That’s all that’s needed in my case. And also 

I am not professor, doctor or anything like that, 
But only Steve (I write it here this way, 

As I did when I was young.) 

And likewise we are told 

That Ernesto Guevara 

Took the name of ‘Che’ 

Which really means just “pal’ 

Or sometimes even “hey”. 

It’s not that I compare myself 

To this great man, certainly. 

But only that the temperament inside 

Is somewhat similar. And so 

I’m simply Steve -- the one 

You’ve known forever, who is speaking to you now. 


3. This 


Considering myself as a circumcised man, 

I wonder what it would have been 

To have that part of me 

That was removed at birth. Some 

Think this subject is a sort of joke, and yet, 

Consider, I feel almost nothing 

During intercourse — an energy is there, 

A physical power, and 

A desire as well, moving, searching, focusing — 

And yet no feeling: the way 

That someone very drunk, or very cold, 

Will not quite feel their lips or fingers in the fullest sense. 
At times, as though with just the fingertips of memory, 
I can just barely grasp 

The way that I once was when I was young — 

Full of living energy all quite vividly there, 

Open and alive through every part, seeing 

So clearly where now my sight is blurred, 

Hearing so sharply 

Where now my ears just ring, 

And feeling, there, and then, the one incomparable gift, 
Where now I blunder at it, 

Like someone novocained. 


GNOSIS 


1 


Pale blue snow 
and ice face moon, 
fir tree blinds 

rope off 

the pulsating 

light disc 


Water serpent 

shadows 

on lilac, a 

gust through the sails, 
empty 

the rowers benches 

and the opening sea road 


Sun pupil 
in the blue puddle 
depths of sky 


Sun powder 

dusting the red of the building’s face 
pink. Glorious light 

for the end! 


Glorious glorious light 
for the end! 


Light threads 

from beyond the mountain’s brim 
bright lashes on 

an eye socket 


the ruled lines 
of night 


Light feels for 
my eye 

behind my lid 
red black pulse 


of light pulp 

inside my brow 

echo chamber prickling 
of sand grains 


I drink down the sun 
through the straws 
Of vision 


I open my chest 
to the day 
on the face of the earth 


Rain smoke 

above the chimneys 

white balls strung out along 
above roofs 


Black roofs shiny 
wet buildings wet streets 
old factories 


open garages 
cry out 


White black tile 
dim light 

a chess board 
with shadow men 


shadow kings looming 
the gods 

float through dimness 
in the corner 


My eyes guzzle the blue wine 

of October’s noon — bright, 

windless, not too cold: 

bright cumuli passing through my bowl. 


Street-tunnel 
leaf-edged 

moon medallion 
on the tree’s chest 


Time portal 

of light 

past the sway of leaves 
beacon 


of earth storm 


9 


Earth-coal dropped 
through 

the dry well 

of space 


horizon-char 
amber and yellow 
light points 

in the cobalt 


there are echoes 
but no sounds 


10 


Candle wicks lit 

In the depths 

Of space-time 

Black moths circling 


Falling to the dark 
well’s surface 
without a hiss 
and visible so long 


eons of deception 


ON A BALCOCNY 


On a balcony 

Whose gold light spills 

Its amber yellow up 

Into the wide night sky, 

I am waiting for the Angel 

Of Harmony 

And of Essential Solitude 

To fall on me, 

And I am waiting for the city 
Like a bed of coals 

To grow cooler, the streets less 
Shimmering with noise, 

With heat blur vibrations; 

Yet neon embers glare 
Between burning crevices, 
And still the sky pours ink 
Over the long street’s wounds. 


On a balcony 

Whose doors let in the night air 
From the east 

I cannot stop or wait 

For what is caught 

Inside of me to stop. 

Both must keep on. 


A whispering 

Of wind’s sand grains 

Through the palm leaves 

Spells the char of thought 

Where it, 

Mated with the light, 

Would only irritate 

The eye. 

And what is there without 

That might somehow be within? -- 
Self after self, strata of a life, 

Of I, me, my -- 

Of a life alone -- 

Are rubbed away, rubbed off, 
Until a sort of incense cone 

Of light 

Is left, a small thing 

Yet waiting for a match off in the night. 


II 


I float 

Into the lake 

As constellations rise 
Beneath the boat 

Where I must hold 

A storm lamp 

To a pane of glass. 

Stilled water of the heavens, 


Time-spotted, luminous, 
Creates a pool above the world 
Where quick events, 
Reflected, told, untold, 

Are glimmered back 

Into each other 

And the letter sealed, 

And a moth’s eyes 

Lit with candles 

Far in the night’s skies 
Shine out to us 

Within the flame 

That melted this wax 

Into a seal here on my hand, 
After burning it. 

Yet this was a candle lit 
Whose flame 

Was coveted 

By the clamorous agitation 
Of moth wings 

That yet would not 

Come near 

From where they are, 

Or rather 

Where they were, 

Tens of millions of years long past. 


Il 


Tam 

Like a leaf 

Upon the tree 

Of midnight where 

It branches from 

The moment now, 

That single stem 

Of time, 

Outward to eternity, 
And all its branching leaves 
From this point here 

To everywhere -- 
Which is the root 

Of that same stem: 

This single tree 

Of manifold 

And bright confusions 
Of numberless 

Yet not numerous illusions, 
Questions -- 

Gathering in space, 
Distributed in time. 

I am this single 

Yet not simple thing 
Talking to you now, 
Speaking in this rhyme. 
I sound it in the ear 

Of your mind and heart, 
I drop it there 

Like a pebble 

Into a still pool, 

So that the complications 


That I threaten to become 
Are summed up far inside 
That one motive 

From which the many hide. 
For in this, 

I and you -- 

Within a rhyme 

That comes forth then, 

The single understanding 
From the many things, 

A single complex meaning 
From two words -- 

There is the single woman 
And the single man, 
Though made of many women 
And of many men. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place at one time for dissident 
intellectuals in the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any language 
which remains merely language, merely words, is for me of 
no interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the 
sense of being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 
the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 
if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 


it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 
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